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other, in the manner of Gautama under the lotus tree, by letting .the years roll past while you stay in one place. Today, when I look at my television screen, I realise that, by the marvels of science, it is now possible to combine these two hitherto opposing ways of life and to extract some of the best from two worlds.
However, it was not idealism in any form which started me on my travels, only a sense of logic and a blind ambition. Books told me that, though this is the sea planet, its land surface covers 55,786,000 square miles. There is an extreme range of climate, from ice-caps to the torrid equator, and an unbelievable variety of scenery, from arid desert to steaming mangrove swamps. Yet, apart from a few odd types like gypsies, sailors, tramps, and commercial travellers, the great majority of the world's 2,000,000,000 inhabitants are rooted like plants. True that living things which move least live longest—like trees and tortoises—but who, at twenty-two, wants to live to a hundred?
I suppose I had also noted that there arc some peculiar people who cadge their way round the world on various preposterous pretexts, such as hopping, cycling, crawling, going on stilts and even motoring (I once interviewed a man in Bombay who claimed to be circumnavigating the globe in a car. He had covered most of the distance in ships). It dawned upon me that the profession of journalism was a, marvellous solution of the travelling problem. Like Columbus, Odysseus and one or two other historical wanderers, f could find somebody to finance me, and, unlike them, would not be bothered with faithful swineherds or mutinous crows. Thus, by this simple solution, I have been able to travel almost everywhere first-class—resorting with extreme reluctance and distaste to such locomotion as camels, U.S. jeeps, Shanks's pony, rickshaws or Arab dhows.
When I set out, unlike those worthy types who sought the Golden Fleece, the Golden Gate, the elixir of life, and the philosophers' stone—I had only the vaguest; idea of my ultimate objective. Primarily, I was looking for some agreeable way to earn a living in some agreeable place. Tin's was my adolescent idea of the happy life. Bernard Shaw says that the secret is to be so busy doing the things youdying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
